Chatmate

With lips unseen and voice unheard
She often speaks to me,
With fingers on her keyboard
Her thoughts she lets me see.

Her joys, and sorrows, hopes and fears
To me she does disclose.
Secrets and the taboo thoughts
To me , on screen, she shows.

She loves me and I love her,
A love that’s based on trust.
A love that’s only typed out words,
And stay that way it must.

I never wish to hold her hand
Or her face to see.
The love we hold inside our hearts,
Must stay a fantasy.

But she’s the one who holds my heart,
No other one will do,
Above when I wrote HER or SHE,
I really did mean YOU.
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